THE  LIFE  OF  KATHERINE MANSFIELD

taiki. Kathleen's abiding memory of the Rangi-
taiki Valley was expressed in a poem of that name
which she wrote a year or two later :

" O valley of waving broom,
O lovely, lovely light,
O heart of the world, red-gold !
Breast high in the blossom I stand ;
It beat about me like waves
Of a magical, golden sea.

" The barren heart of the world
Alive at the kiss of the sun,
The yellow mantle of Summer
Flung over a laughing land,
Warm with the warmth of her body,
Sweet with the kiss of her breath.

" O valley of waving broom,
O lovely, lovely light,
O mystical marriage of Earth
With the passionate Summer sun !
To her lover she holds a cup
And the yellow wine o'ernows.
He has lighted a little torch
And the whole of the world is ablaze.
Prodigal wealth of love !
Breast high in the blossom I stand."

At Rangitaiki Kathleen posted the letters she had
been writing while they travelled. That evening
they camped nearby, and they had cream at a clean
farmhouse where the happiness of the man and
woman and their daughter, isolated in the wilder-
ness, was astonishing to Kass. She saw there, too,
the wild pigs which had descended from those which
Captain Cook had released in the '70% and of which
Cousin Ethel had told her years before at Anikiwa.
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